CHAPTER   XII
ALL May the cassia trees dropped their glow-
ing petals on the drive, spelling out the life
of the flowers, petal by petal, letter by letter; they
lay in heaps, disregarded, scattered into the drains,
choking them up, and no one came to sweep them
away. There was a sickly smell of decay, and the
flies settled and swarmed over them, and the
stench from the drains was worse than ever.
Mr. deSouza was always out on his business
when the tenants came to complain, and if he was
written to, he cautiously replied that the letter had
been received and its contents noted.
Robert had to write many letters in the fine
pure hand which was among the useless things he
could do to perfection, and often when his father
was dictating, he would interrupt and tell him
that the people were getting angry, the compound
was filthy, the drains blocked and the flies dis-
graceful,
"Let them shift, let them shift/* said Mr.
deSouza airily, with a wave of his hand, "I do not
mind in the least/'
"You will mind with no money coming in for
rent/1
"Something will happen," said Mr. deSouza,
and now Robert thought of it, there was some-
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